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through the covered outer entrance to lhfb door
of the local inn, you may taste the preliminary
joys of the carnivorous gastronome, for there are
hanging the joints of beef and mutton, the beef
getting that black-purple look which promises
tenderness, and at dinner the visual promise is
kept to the full There is no such mutton in the
world as a Welsh sheep fattened on the luscious
grass of these hills and valleys.

"The mountain sheep were sweeter
But the valley sheep were fatter
So we thought it would be meeter
To carry off the latter/'

But in the sheep from Wales fattened here one
has both the sweet and the fat. Alas! the prep-
aration of food in this town, as in all others I
know, and in London itself, except where foreign
cooks and foreign methods are used, is by no
means equal in quality to the materials provided.
The only thing that can be s$id in praise of
English cookery is, that one is never tempted to
eat too much! It satisfies legitimate hunger
amply, but is never a temptation to geurman-
dizing. With all these fertile fields, it is a
ceaseless source of wonder to the traveller that
England should have nothing but potatoes and
cabbage, and sea-kale, and vegetable marrow, day